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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

| was going to upload this one as a really long one-shot but | decided to break it up into pieces to make it a 
little easier to swallow. | love writing these two and l'm disappointed there isn't much of an audience for Danzig 
stories on Rockfic, but regardless, this is where | like to post my stories, so here it lies. If you are reading 


this then thank you, and | hope you enjoy! 


Glenn liked to spend his money on stupid shit. 

Eerie thought it was stupid, anyway. So did John, but there wasn't any chance they'd say anything to him, so 
the reckless spending ensued, and Danzig went wild with his own credit card as if it belonged to another. 
Someone he had no regard for. 


Perhaps that was a sign that Glenn was truly a psychopath and had no regard for himself. 


He didn't particularly like nice things, just weird things, anything he thought would be useful or fun or anything 


that just plain and simply caught his attention. That's why he had so many tattered old books about vampires 
and witches, that's why he had so many little action figures and Knick knacks. Eerie didn't really think about it 
too hard because if he did he knew Glenn would go right ahead and smack any thoughts he had right out of 
his head. 


As of recent, however, Eerie had noticed the packages becoming larger and larger when they showed up to 
Glenn's house. Ordering out of a magazine just wouldn't yield that type of product, he figured. He must have 
been getting his influx from somewhere else. Eerie of course hadn't the mind to ask; while it truly was none of 


his business he still didn't want to be called out for being nosy.. 


The time frame was strange, though. At least in Eerie's eyes, it was strange. One day a big, flat, damaged box, 
rectangular and roughly the size of a twin sized bed, showed up. With lots of smaller boxes around it. Some 
were taped up savagely and others were crudely thrown into a mailing box. All the boxes were plain, blank 
cardboard but the big one was held together by a series of zip ties, like the ones used for transporting 
furniture boxes. There was a return label, and, thankfully, Eerie was around to peek at it long before Glenn was 
that day. The shipping labels seemed intentionally vague and untraceable. What caused even more suspicion was 
that Glenn hardly ever received a package that didn't have a return address on it. They'd been vague of 
course, had they been more direct Eerie would have run short of reasons to snoop long ago. The shipping label 
on the largest box simply read Glenn's address in thin, smudgy letters, and contained the footnote, "Do Not 
Separate". The safest assumption was that it was the unit box and all its smaller pieces were scattered 


around. Had to be furniture, Eerie thought, but why so crude? 


It reminded him of the way folks would dump their old couches and dressers on the curb hoping someone 
would have the humility to step out of their car and lug it into the bed of the truck or the backseat of their 
SUV. Not dissimilar to the way Danzig stuck his arm out to the photographer runway to haul Eerie onto the 
stage with him, so to speak. Crude and spur-of-the-moment. Or perhaps rushed would be a better term for 
this case. 


When Eerie rang the doorbell, Glenn emerged from behind the solid oak door a good three minutes later, even 
though he was expecting him. Unsurprisingly Glenn's eyes wandered right past Eerie and toward the boxes on 
his porch, and poor Eerie's hello went totally unheard. "Hey, man," he choked out, weak and pathetic, while Glenn 
squeezed between him and the doorframe. 


"Help or get off my porch," 


Glenn stuck his fingers under the side flaps of the biggest box and started to drag it into the door. Eerie 
sighed and lifted up the other side. 


"You'll tear it open like that-" 
"Shut up." 


Although Glenn snapped at the suggestion he took it anyway, and started to lift the box from the bottom as 


he backed into his house. It was weird that he asked for help in the first place, since the box really wasn't all 
that heavy, just large and flat. Larger than Glenn himself of course, since he stood barely above the doorknob, 
but he spent so much time benching his life away that he should have it covered. Maybe it was just his way 


of finding any excuse not to greet Eerie with a glimpse of warmth. 


To Eerie's surprise, all the suspicious boxes he'd witness showing up to Glenn's door over the past month or 
so were still in the kitchen, all over the tables and the counter. Of course, had he not seen them before, he 
wouldn't have even noticed. His house was always such a shithole that more clutter just looked intentional, like 
it was all some sort of sick ass joke that he kept going just for the sake of making Eerie uncomfortable. Some 
of the boxes had been opened but resealed like a sneak peek at a Christmas present. Since the year was 
coming to a close as it were, it probably wasn't outlandish to assume they were Christmas presents. But Eerie 


knew Glenn a little better than that. He hated Christmas and he hated everyone, too. 
"Christmas shopping, huh? Which ones mine?" 
The two set the heavy box against the wall of the kitchen and Glenn let out a worn out sigh. 


"They're all yours, in a way." He said, walking off into the living room, dusting his hands off on his tight black 


Jeans. 


Eerie tried to ask him what the hell that was supposed to mean but Glenn ignored him and started to stack 
the boxes. 


The only reason Eerie was there was to help sort this shit out, but he didn’t tell him what was in the boxes, 
or what they were for. He could have been helping hide body parts or crack or something and he would have 
remained helpful and enthusiastic nonetheless, if it meant getting to keep Glenn pleasant for a while. 

"lll be right back" 

Glenn popped out of the living room and went right to the stairs, the ones that led to the basement. 

"Don't touch my shit!" 

Eerie, curious as ever, peeked around the corner to see if the basement door had shut. 

It had. 

He looked all around him, every table or counter or surface was covered in boxes. Small boxes, bigger boxes, 
big yellow envelopes and finally the giant cardboard box that stood against the wall like a massive ladder. He 


came to a box on the kitchen counter that was left splayed open 


He jerked around his shoulder to see if the basement door was still closed 


It was closed. 


"Don't touch my shit," rang in his head, but the voice of reason was so far gone that it sounded like a 
birdsong. 


Eerie peered over the side of the box to maybe, just maybe, catch an idea of what could be lurking inside. The 


more his mind wandered, the more imaginative the mystery items became in his head. 


And with that, he became very disappointed when all that was inside was a collection of nuts and bolts with a 
dingy instructional manual. He definitely was there to help build furniture, and he was a little pissed about it. 


He heard the doorknob turn and he quickly stepped away from the counter. 
"I hope you're not scared a’ spiders," 


Glenn walked into the kitchen, wiping what looked like cobwebs on a dirty towel that sat next to a sink full of 
dishes. 


Eerie made a mental note not to eat anything off a dish at Glenn's house. 
"Why?" 
"Because the basement is fuckin’ full of spiders." 


"Cute," Eerie shuddered. "Why are we going in the basement? Isn't that were you keep like cat skeletons and 


shit?" 
"Fuck off, | could have asked anyone to help me but | asked you." 


Glenn lifted one of the smaller boxes and ripped off one of the binds with his teeth, allowing him to free the 


box and open it up. 

"This one's got, uh.pegs, | think. Pegs and bolts or something." 

"What in the fuck are you building?" 

Glenn looked up from under his swoop of black bangs and smiled at Eerie. 
"A couple tables." 

"For your basement?" 


"For my basement." 


"What the fuck are you gonna do with that?" 
"Who knows, Eerie, maybe | wanna play poker down there” 
"So it's a poker table?" 

Glenn shrugged. 


"| guess it could be." 


Glenn slid two knives out of one of the drawers (that Eerie just KNEW was a disaster) and handed one to 


Eerie. 
They both spent a good chunk of the afternoon slicing open taped boxes and severing zip ties. Although this 
was a tedious task that Glenn could have easily just pinned on Eerie, he chose to help out anyway, and sat on 


the counter with broken zip ties in his mouth until everything was out in the open 


The kitchen floor was absolutely filled with packing peanuts, so much so that it was like an obnoxious, squeaky, 


pink styrofoam ocean. 

"Do you even have any tools here?" 

Glenn went still and slowly looked back up at Eerie. Then he cracked a faux-guilty smile. 

"Nope" 

"Are you fucking joking?" 

Eerie threw his head back and his knife fell from his hands into a ball-pit of packing peanuts. 

Glenn let out a little satisfied giggle. He loved seeing Eerie exasperated like that, that was for sure. 

| guess you're gonna have to go run out and get yours." 

"| don't have any fuckin’ tools! What do you even need? A drill? Hammers? What? Fuckin-.fuckin’ wrenches?" 
Glenn gripped the edges of the counter he sat upon, kicked his feet against the cabinets, and smiled. 


Eerie wanted nothing more than to wring his neck. He was doing that on purpose, no doubt about that, just to 
piss Eerie off. 


"lm sure John's got some shit with him." 


"Then why didn't you ask John to help?" 


"| already asked you, fucker. Now go get some tools and we can get this shit done and forget it ever even 


happened. Sounds good to me, how about you?" 

Glenn raised his eyebrows under his fringe but Eerie could hardly even tell 

"Sure. Yeah" Eerie gave up and started toward the door, crunching packing peanuts under his boots. 
"Don't wait up" 

The door shut behind Eerie and Glenn butt in with his last word like always. 


"| won't." 


Chapter 2 


It took Eerie far longer than it should have to gather up a drill and some other shit he thought he might need, 
because he got caught up in a conversation with John that lasted longer than any other sober, midday 
conversation he'd ever had with John. He wasn't trying to waste his time, at least. It had been a few days 
since he spoke to John and even longer since he spoke WITH him. The great thing about that was John actually 
listened and cared about what Eerie said. The same couldn't exactly be said about Glenn He liked to make him 


feel excluded. If not because he was simply emotionally detached, he was socially sadistic as well. 


There he went, Eerie, on his way back into the jaws of the monster, willingly. But he was there to help, after 
all. Not bitch. Glenn did enough of that for the entire band. 


Eerie arrived back at Glenn's house after the sun was more than half set and the autumn air was frosty. He 
stood shivering in the icy breeze for an even longer and more frustrating period of time now, about five whole 
minutes of ringing the doorbell over and over with a rattling box of tools in his other hand until Glenn FINALLY 
showed up to the door nonchalantly. 


"Took ya fuckin’ long enough." 


Eerie frowned and stepped inside, pissy as ever and not thrilled to see that the packing peanuts were still 
scattered along the floor. 


Too pissed to notice that all of the boxes were empty. 


He set the tool box down on the counter and flipped its lid just to make sure what they needed was still in 
there. 


"I got your tools. Are we gonna do this or what?" 

Eerie got no response and peeked over his shoulder. 

"Glenn?" 

Of fucking course Glenn wasn't even paying him any mind now. He'd gone and went through all this trouble for 
nothing, wasted half a tank a gas on the trip over, to John’s and then back there again. He spent all that 
fucking precious time opening up stupid as shit boxes of god-knows-what and now he had to stay here, 


probably overnight, to finish this project that didn't even earn him anything but brownie points. 


He turned to face the kitchen head on and stopped dead in his pivot when Glenn put his cold hands over Eerie's 
face. He held him still, and rough, and it confused Eerie so profoundly that he froze. 


Glenn pushed him up against the counter and scowled at him from under his bangs. Something about it told 


Eerie he was probably going home with a bloody nose and one or both cheekbones bruised or worse, shattered. 
Eerie gripped around at the edge of the counter for balance. 

"You really think you can get away with treating me like I'm a fucking idiot, Eerie?" 

"| don't understand how I've done that," Eerie mumbled through his smushed cheeks. 

The hands on his face got tighter and he saw Glenn's jaw clench. 

"You think | don't see you looking through my shit? Are you trying to piss me off?" 

"What the fuck are you-" 

Of course Eerie knew what he was doing and he knew that it was wrong. 


"I tell you to leave my shit alone and you poke r' prod like nobody's fuckin’ business. You think | can't see you 


do it. Not just today, either. All month. All year. You fuckin’ spy on me, ‘sthere somethin’ you're lookin’ for?" 
"Glenn" 

lm not gonna let shit like that go unnoticed aroun’ here. You understand me, cocksucker?" 

Eerie winced at the sharp edge in his back 

"Yeah, yeah, got it" 

The hands slipped from Eerie's face to his shoulders. 

"You're a dirty fuckin’ liar.” 


Before Eerie could come up with a snarky response, Glenn leaned back and shut his jaw tight. The next thing 
Eerie knew, Glenn's forehead collided with his, and the world shut off in a second like a light. 


Eerie's eyes fluttered open and as they did, a headache like he could never have imagined flowed within his 
skull. He saw the familiar caged lightbulb that swung around aimlessly from the middle of Danzig's basement; 
the dingy orange color pitifully lit up everything to a bit below the barely visible mark. It was even more 
disorienting than possibly being concussed from Glenn's headbutt from hell. Once Eerie's vision returned to one 
lamp as opposed to seventeen, he tried to rub his eyes, and found his arms to be bound above his head. He 


couldn't kick or thrash either, because his feet were similarly bound below him. Danzig was nowhere to be 


found, at least, from the few feet in front of him that he could see. He looked down at himself, and thankfully 


he was still clothed, but he couldn't be thankful for long. 


He lied upon Danzig's "poker table", in an angle that strained all his weight in his wrists and pooled his blood in 
his ankles. 


It clearly was not a poker table but a contraption Eerie hadn't seen anywhere save a couple medieval books and 
maybe a museum. The levers that stuck out wildly from the wooden logs his arms and legs were bound to left 
him no other conclusion than that Glenn had bound him to a Rack. 

Glenn liked to spend his money on stupid shit. 

"For fuck's sake Glenn, what the fuck is wrong with you?" 


Eerie's question sounded shallow in the echo of the concrete walls. 


He heard the doorknob of the basement door wiggle, and then a stream of light flooded into the room as it 
creaked open. Eerie winced at the sight. 


Glenn stood at the top of the stairs and let the door shut behind him, slowly. 

"Look at that, you're awake. Only took you fucking long enough." 

Eerie tugged on his ropes to no avail. Danzig had quite the knot-tying skill he supposed, something he probably 
should have assumed based on the accounts of his former lays. They usually hopped around to John, and to 
Eerie after they'd had their fun (or not) with Glenn. He always figured the women with the nipple piercings and 
fire engine red hair gave Glenn the most fun, but maybe that just wasn't the case. He had some sneaking 
suspicion that maybe Glenn liked the unassuming, unsuspecting innocent ones a little better. 


He was clearly enjoying watching Eerie struggle to free himself. Out of pure sadism, though, he wasn't sure. 


Eerie tugged a little harder and a little harder and grunted out expletives in Glenn's name until he huffed and 


gave up. 


Did Glenn have a justifiable reason to do this to Eerie? Perhaps not. But it wasn't like he really needed one. 


Eerie wasn't gonna go anywhere. That, he could have faith in. 
Sure, he would fight it. That's what made it fun. 


Eerie HAD been right about Glenn's inclination to lean toward unwilling or apprehensive partners. Sadistic, yes, 


and twisted, in a way Eerie didn't understand. 


Eerie gave up and let his head rest against the wood. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 

l'm so glad to finally have this thing broken up right. I've been writing it on and off all summer, around other 
things, and for some reason | decided to finish it while knee-deep in Ficmas. Either way l'm proud to say it's 
finally goin’ up. Warning, this chapter contains bloodplay, as does the next. 


Eerie opened his eyes back up when he heard the familiar scraping sound of a Zippo. For a split second he 
hoped it would be a cigarette-not that he would even be able to smoke it in his condition anyway-but it would 
have taken some of the edge off. Instead it was Glenn lighting up the wick of a fresh, red tapered candle, 
holding it up near his face so Eerie could see him better in the dark. 

He looked very focused. 

"What are you gonna do? Ruin my clothes? This is YOUR fuckin’ merch." 

Glenn reached into his pocket and flipped out a switchblade, still not bothering to make eye contact with Eerie. 


"Oh, fuckin’ please, Glenn" 


Before Eerie had time to react, the lit candle was up against his neck and the tip of the switchblade rested, 
although not passively, on the collar of his shirt. 


Eerie did his best to get away from the heat of the flame but unfortunately, he was a little bit trapped. 
"You're still a little cocky shithead." 

The hot wax of the candle liquified and dripped onto the shoulder of Eerie's ‘Danzig’ shirt. He could feel it, 
although just barely. Eerie held his chin up in fear that slouching would lead to his hair catching on fire, 


something that definitely didn't need to happen. Glenn took it as an opportunity to shred the threads of Eerie's 
collar with the switchblade. 


Eerie gulped and shut his eyes tight. 
Another hot drip of wax landed on his shoulder. 
Glenn slid the knife down the length of Eerie's torso. The shirt split in two, slowly, and the very tip of the knife 


scratched up Eerie's skin in the most minuscule, infuriating way. It took every ounce of his being not to 


squirm, especially as the knife got down to the belt of his pants. 


Had he squirmed at the feeling of the knife, it would have gone directly into his navel and the candle would 
have lit him up like Christmas. Glenn was impressed at his stillness. 


"Sorry ‘bout the shirt," Glenn chuckled, and held the candle over Eerie's bare chest. He grit his teeth as tight 
as he could and finally started to thrash again, thankfully without the threat of the switchblade. 


"You can fuckin’ squirm all you want but you're not getting out of there," Glenn said. The wax dripped heavily 
onto Eerie's chest and he groaned. "I made sure it was nice and secure. No thanks to you." 


Eerie peeked out from under the mess of hair that accumulated in front of his face, and scowled. Glenn looked 
satisfied but anxious, like he was happy to see Eerie so distraught but excited for whatever else he planned on 
doing. 


Glenn tore the rest of the shirt away from Eerie's chest until it was nothing but stretched out rags of cotton 
dangling freely around his waist. His chest was bare and heaving, in both fear and anger, with a long, thin strip 
of now solid wax stretching from his collarbone to his belly button. Glenn held the candle over him again and 
Eerie cursed at him, squirmed and yelled out in pain when the wax finally hit his skin. He made sure to coat 


him, until there was too little candle to hold Splashing him with the wax like holy water. 
"You fuckin’ little freak! Stop it! Let me fucking go!” 


Glenn blew the remainder of the candle out and stuck the top of it into the side of Eerie’s neck. He groaned 
through grit teeth. 


"Call me a freak again" 


Eerie looked at Glenn with his one free eye, panting hard from his attempts at freeing himself, and muttered, 
"Freak" 


Suddenly a loud cracking and clicking emit from above him. Eerie hadn't a second to question the source before 


he felt his arms being tugged harder, away from his torso. 


Glenn was using all of his upper body strength on the lever of the Rack. He watched him pull it and pull it until 
Eerie let out something of a howl of pain and he finally stopped. 


"Oh, it works, too. | don't know if you fuckin’ noticed” 
By then Eerie decided perhaps sarcasm wasn't the way to handle this situation. So far, it had landed him in a 
rack in the first place and covered him in scales of hot wax. Now he feared that another snarky remark might 


get his arms pulled right out of their sockets. 


That fear, of course, melded into that familiar snark when Glenn turned around to light a bundle of candles as 
opposed to just one. They sat in somewhat of a makeshift candelabra, simply stuck in the styrofoam block that 


one of these pieces came in. 

"Settir: the mood?" He mumbled. And after he did, he prayed Danzig didn't hear. 
Tragically, he did. And he whipped out the switch blade again 

"ll pour the wax down your fuckin’ throat if you don't shut your goddamn mouth." 
Eerie's body told him to cease fire but his mouth just kept firing. 

"I'd like to see you try." 


Somewhere out of Eerie's line of sight he heard Glenn get huffy, like he did when he was truly pissed. He 


stared up at the ceiling, cursing himself for digging a deeper hole with every remark. 


Glenn's fingers grabbed Eerie's hair so hard he thought he'd been wound up in the gears, and then the back of 
his head was lifted and greeted again, although rudely, by the wood of the Rack. Capitalizing (and perhaps 
relying) on Eerie's deep, guttural cry of pain, Glenn forced a bunched up wad of scratchy cloth into his mouth. 
Eerie choked on his own voice and gagged. 


He had no doubt that was the cobweb cloth from earlier. It just had to be. God only knew what else Glenn had 
been wiping up with it, and now it was lodged halfway down Eerie's throat. Eerie gagged again, and his eyes 
rolled back into his head. 


"What? You don't like that?" 


Eerie pathetically shook his head. Without his arms free to fish the cloth out of his throat, his only available 


option was to do his best not to move his tongue. 
The horrific squeak of the Styrofoam made Eerie gag, and it would have without the cloth anyway. The hanging 
light flickered as Glenn lifted up the handful of candles. They started to drip down his hand, and he didn't even 


flinch, which was alarming, because the feeling of the hot wax was almost excruciating to Eerie and Glenn 


couldn't even feel it. He prayed to a god that he didn't trust that he wouldn't pour that on him again 


A steady stream of hot, red wax pooled in the middle of his chest and branched off to spill down his sides. 


Eerie let out a scream again, around the gag. 
"Oh, come on" Glenn smirked. "It doesn't hurt that bad. Quit bein! such a bitch." 


Eerie breathed out something that sounded like "Fuck you," but it didn't matter. Even if Danzig were to hear 


him it wouldn't have made any difference. Perhaps it would elicit a chuckle. 


He held the candles close to his face. He felt the heat of the flame and struggled to get away, only succeeding 


in turning his face away from it. The wax dripped onto his neck and Eerie's eyes rolled back. 
Another groan of pain, sure, but Glenn watched as Eerie's entire body raised in goosebumps. 


Glenn laughed, aloud this time. And Eerie knew that couldn't be good. That was an "I just found out something 


very interesting" laugh, and Eerie wasn't thrilled. 
"Well look at that," he observed, carefully keeping the candles in a good spot to drip down Eerie's neck again 
Each time, he flinched, grunted, and filled up with goosebumps. Glenn decided he'd had enough when his nipples 


were hard enough to cut diamonds. 


Not only that, but outside of Glenn's voluntary line of sight, Eerie's cock was pulsing to life. He balled his hands 
up into shaky fists hoping Glenn wouldn't see. He could only fucking imagine what was in store for him then 


"I found something you won't bitch about. If | didn't know any better | woulda' said you liked that, Eerie.” 
Eerie lied and shook his head. 


Glenn blew out the candles and let them drop to the floor. Eerie let out a sigh both of relief and 


disappointment. 


The switchblade scraped gently up the length of Eerie's taffy-pulled torso and then over a rock solid nipple. His 


breathing was erratic. 
"You're a real bad liar, Eerie. I've told you that before. | see right through you." 


Glenn placed one big paw over Eerie's ribcage to hold him still while he gently scraped wax away from his skin. 


Eerie shut his eyes and tried to stay as still as possible. 
"You can call me a freak but are you any better?" 

To test the waters Eerie shook his head no. 

"Glad to see we agree somewhere." 


Glenn's hand grazed upward, with unnerving gentleness. His palm was rough and his hand was cold, especially as 


it grazed over Eerie's pec and up to his neck 
The switchblade scraped the wax off Eerie's neck a little rougher, just as an experiment. Eerie's eyes fluttered 
open and then shut again. He rested his face in his bicep. He took a deep breath and let it pass slowly, out 


through his nose. 


Glenn watched, very closely. A thin film of sweat coated the skin on Eerie's neck, most likely both from the 


heat of the now-sruffed candles and the ever rising temperature of his blood. Glenn could feel his heartbeat in 


his neck as he held it. 
His thumb brushed over Eerie's Adam's apple and the heartbeat quickened. 


Hot, sweet blood moving through his veins. The pace picking up exponentially. He was so very alive right in this 


moment. He was completely at Glenn's will, submissive, passive, and helpless. 

Eerie noticed a change in the way Glenn held his neck. His thumb nestled into the dip of his jaw. 

The pressure that Glenn placed on the blade grew, out of nothing but primal instinct. 

Eerie groaned around the gag when he felt the blade scratch over his collarbone and down to his pec, were it 
began to split the skin apart. His eyes teared in time with the thin stream of blood that now flowed down the 
length of his torso. 

The cut in his chest picked up a breeze and it stung, and Eerie couldn't help but clench his jaw tight around 
the gag. He brought himself to open his eyes just in enough time to catch Glenn scraping the blood from 
Eerie's chest onto the width of the switchblade. Perhaps he was unaware that Eerie had been watching him, or 
perhaps he knew all along, but Glenn had dragged the dull side of the blade across his tongue to taste his 
coppery blood. 


Eerie caught every second. His chest heaved and the breath that managed to route its way out of his nose 


came out fast. 
Granted, Eerie knew Glenn was weird. But never did his mind wander to torturous, blood fetishizing lunatic. 


Eerie never thought of himself that way, either. Sure, he had the occasional outlandish vampire fantasy. But 


never this way. 

Despite this, Eerie was still hard. Perhaps more so. What an eventful evening he'd caught himself in. 

Glenn gripped Eerie's throat tight and crashed his head into the backboard; he held him in place. 

Eerie let out another muffled groan when he felt a warm, wet tongue collect the trail of blood he'd spilled 
across himself. He squirmed, but not so desperately that he could free himself from the grip or the tongue. 


Just enough to satisfy Glenn's craving for resistance. 


Eerie could no longer naturally resist. He was too invested, too shocked, and in all honesty, enjoying this far too 
much to get further than faked resistance. 


Glenn licked over the fresh cut in Eerie's skin and he so nearly yelped in pain. He trailed the blood that stil 


resided on his tongue up to his neck, and sucked damn near hard enough to pop his artery and render him 


braindead. 


Eerie emit a guttural groan this time. It traveled around the cloth in his mouth and he could finally be assured 


that Glenn could hear him. 


To his surprise, the confirmation that Eerie was no longer planning on calling the police on Glenn didn't cause 


him to give up on the fun. Somehow, it motivated him. It created an even bigger confusion for Eerie. 


Eerie's fringe sat in a frizzy blur above his eyes, even if he were to open them he wouldn't be able to see 
Glenn's hand reaching for his mouth. All he felt was his teeth on his neck, with pressure building and building 


until Eerie was convinced he would see black any moment. 


Then he felt one of Glenn's hands tugging at his hair, pulling it away from his face. The other hand pulled the 


cloth out of Eerie's mouth. 


He sucked in a huge breath at the same moment a well of saliva spilled down his chin. Like an opening dam, all 


the spit he'd gathered and the sound he'd muffled escaped in one merciful moment. 
Glenn pulled away with a large inhale of his own and brushed his hair out of his eyes. 


The left side of Eerie's neck was peppered in large, purple bruises, and little trails of saliva dripped down his 
mouth and over the blood on his chest. He panted, hard, and refused to open his eyes, which were shut quite 


tight. 


He whined and let his head fall against his bicep. He was cut back down to size, as appropriate as that analogy 
could have been. His eyes were huge and glassy, the spit on his reddened lower lip spilled onto his chest in 
heavy drops, he panted and fluttered his eyelashes and though none of it was intentional, he had submit. He 


looked sweetly innocent somehow, at least, as innocent as he could with so little enthusiasm left in him. 
Glenn wiped spit off of Eerie's chin, not failing to gently skate this thumb over Eerie's lip, before gripping his 
throat tight. His breathing hitched in an instant, and those eyes that refused to open fully shot wide open 
quick. 


The grip was tight. And Eerie's oxygen was cut off completely. 


He felt as if his Adam's apple was being forced into his throat. He tried to shake Glenn off, to cough, to knit 
his brows together, and it all seemed fruitless. The lack of oxygen filled empty space with blood; Eerie's face 


warmed more every passing second that Glenn choked him. 


Eerie's vision began to fade in and out. Like the ominous flickering of the ever-swaying basement light, Eerie 


saw Glenn for a moment and then nothing but black. 


"Oh please," 


He could barely hear him over the pounding noise of his own blood rushing within him. 
Glenn's thumb gently brushed over his skin but the grip was relentless. 

Eerie began to squirm. 

"I know you like this, I'm not fuckin’ blind" 


Eerie made a pathetic attempt to shake his head, and only succeeded in coughing and suffocating himself 
further. 


"Resist, Eerie. Come on. If you wanna escape so bad then escape," 


Eerie felt his consciousness slipping from his fingers like melting ice, but he managed to squirm. He tried to 
plead but all that he could do was gasp and arch his back pitifully away from the wood. 


"Please," he finally whimpered, weakly. He felt pressure in his eyes, and numbness in his lips. He was sure that 
was it. That plea meant nothing to Glenn, all the effect it might have had on him went right over his head long 
ago. Remorse wasn't in the question and the game didn't end when someone began bleeding. What was really off 
limits then? Eerie falling unconscious didn't seem so. 

But then Glenn's hand suddenly disappeared from Eerie's throat. 

Eerie's vision became static fuzz. 

There was now air in his lungs despite how bad it stung to breathe, and how much pressure he placed on the 
stretched skin over his ribcage just by doing it. The feeling Glenn got from listening to Eerie fill his deprived 
lungs back up was sheer bliss. 

While Eerie struggled to return to full consciousness, Glenn retracted from his view. 

"You really want me to free you?" 

He heard his voice from somewhere below him, near his bound ankles. 

"Yes please," Eerie panted. "Please," 


"Then you might wanna tell that tent in your pants," 


Eerie strained his eyes up to the ceiling, where he couldn't watch as Glenn's veiny hand trailed up from his 
thigh, over his crotch. 


"It ain't got the memo, | guess." 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Aaaaaand that's it. Just a little kinky something in between big chapters and Ficmas stories. Thanks for reading! 


A shockwave of what felt like embarrassment flooded through Eerie; Glenn's hand was cupped around his 
strained and restricted cock, his fingers brushed along the hem of his crotch. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Eerie whispered, breathlessly, from the energy he dedicated to keeping his hips 
from bucking into his hand. 


"You keep sayin’ l'm the sick fuck but you," Glenn's forearm barred over Eerie's throat, posing as somewhat of 
a distraction as his other hand snaked underneath his waistband. "You're the one getting off." 


A little wet, warm droplet of precum staining Eerie's boxers became Glenn's target to punctuate his words. 
"You really let me down, Eerie." 


A traitorous twitch greeted Glenn between his split fingers and his gentle touch became even gentler. Eerie 
hissed through his teeth and shut his eyes tight enough to see stars. 


"You're so plain, all bark, no bite, isn't that right?" 
The bar flicked into a hand holding Eerie's cheeks, tight and unforgiving. 
"Huh?!" 


Finally Glenn's frustration boiled into more than passive feathery fingers across his cock. He tightened his grip 
on his face and tore his jeans down past his hips in the same fiery burst of anger. 


Eerie could do nothing but nod. 

He felt so exposed, so afraid for his own life that his heart pounded hot, flustered blood impetuously through 
every last vein and artery and capillary. His cock leaked onto his jeans and twitched helplessly toward his 
exposed, bloodied stomach. Glenn's hand wrapped around it, no mercy and no good intention Eerie lapped it right 
up like he was dying of thirst. 


"You don't even put up a fight" 


Eerie gave his hips a minor, experimental buck. To his surprise, Glenn's somewhat painful clutch evolved into 


something more rhythmic, and excruciating. 
"Oh, shit," 


Eerie's skull hit the back of the rack with a thud, but he didn't flinch, or hardly even notice. Pinpricks of 


overcast pleasure tickled the nerves in his hips and his thighs, and his toes curled in his socks. 
"| should have kept you gagged," 


Eerie's face contorted like he was ignoring Glenn and melting into the feeling of his exponential pace. Glenn took 
advantage of it, and hooked three fingers into his mouth, keeping it open and consequently forcing him to let 
out every groan and whine that he tried to hide from him. Eerie couldn't even try to stop the noises while 


they formed in his chest, it felt too rewarding. Too satisfying. Too fucking good. 


His feet rolled and his toes curled within the restraints, his hands stayed in solid, shaky fists. Glenn kept up 
somewhat of a slow, frustrating pace, but his grip was so tight that Eerie couldn't even imagine a faster pace. 
The thought made his stomach knot. And his arousal didn't stay there, or in his mind, he was forced to groan 
and attempt to form the word "fuck" around Glenn's fingers in his mouth. 


"Listen to you." 
"Ohh, god-" 
"How's it feel Eerie?" 


His fingers circled his stretched mouth until they pulled his cheek. Eerie opened one eye, which had glossed 
over, and allowed a well of saliva to spill from the side of his mouth. His eyebrows were sewn up and a pink 


blush stained his cheeks. Sweat stuck his hair to his face. 


Glenn took it as an opportunity to smear his own spit across his face and onto his neck He was a complete 
mess; wet, sticky, bloody, sweaty. Begging for more and less all at once. Pleading Glenn to stop but whining in 
protest when he slowed his fist or pulled it away entirely. 


Glenn had become so hard he could barely stand, and soon gave up on his grip entirely and pressed his still 

clothed groin to Eerie’s bare skin, trapping his cock between his own and Eere's stomach. It might have been a 
bit awkward, standing between Eerie's legs and against the foot of the rack and whatnot, but Eerie couldn't tell. 
All he knew was that he was given a surface to buck against and god, did he use it. Glenn gave one slow, hard 


roll against him, and Eerie let out an equally dragged out groan. 
"Oh, fuuuuck," 


Glenn didn't give him a smart ass response this time. He grabbed Eerie's bound wrist with one hand, for 
leverage, and fished around in his pocket for the switchblade with the other. Inhibitions had gone flying out the 


window long ago and Glenn had to try his damndest, consciously, to not drag the knife across Eerie's strained, 
sweat-slicked throat. He wanted to watch Eerie gasp for air as he allowed a flowing waterfall of blood wash 
over his body, and Glenn's hands, and Eerie's throbbing cock. The most maddening thought was pressing himself 
against Eerie, effectively covering them both in hot blood. He would have if he didn't have the side effect of 
quite literally killing the man, so a little bit was going to have to do. 


He let his hand travel down Eerie's tensed arm and it drifted onto his throat. He didn't squeeze this time, 
instead he kept going until his hand was cupping Eerie’s head. He lulled into the touch. 


Eerie opened his eyes for a moment to see how much Glenn had unraveled. He saw a fire in his eyes, and his 
jaw pulsed as it clenched harder and harder. He started to twist his fingers into Eerie's hair, pulling his head 
up, adding more stress to his throat. 


Glenn flicked the blade back out and Eerie's cock throbbed, for reasons he was going to have to discuss with 
himself later on But he didn't squirm out of fear, he knew he was safe. He knew it because he saw hesitation 
in Glenn's dark, unforgiving eyes. As he panted his eyes became wide, mostly from anticipation. Glenn's hips 


froze with agonizing pressure against Eerie, but Eerie could no longer stay still 


Glenn pressed the blade against Eerie's jaw. Not hard enough to cut him, just enough to let him know it was 


there. 

He didn't move. He just breathed heavily out of his nose and bit his lip, looking Eerie in the eyes. 
Eerie nodded, slowly. 

An equally impatient and excited groan rumbled out of Glenn, and his cock pulsed within his jeans. 
Fuck. 


He dragged the blade down Eerie's face with so much self control that he shook. Eerie's once pained and 
terrified whine from being cut open had become a free, gratified moan of undeniable pleasure. A red hot 
stream of blood flowed down his cheek, onto his jaw, and then onto his neck. Glenn let out an "oh fuck" of his 
own and chased after it like a heat seeking missile. He jabbed the knife into the wood beside Eerie's chest and 
instead took hold of both bound wrists. Eerie managed to grab a few fingers with each hand, as much as he 
could with so little range of motion Glenn licked the blood up from his collarbone and then his neck, and sucked 
hard at a particularly sensitive bit of skin Eerie arched away from the rack and pressed his hard, leaking cock 
against Glenn's hips. He reciprocated with so much force that Eerie was rendered breathless for a moment or 


two. 


The smell of blood and sweat lingered in the air, and two hearts pounded so hard they could hear it in their 
heads. Two double pinned wrists turned into one hand, fingers laced with Glenn's, and a heady grip on Eerie's 
bare waist. A hot mixture of saliva and blood flowed down Eerie's chest, and while his fresh cut stung he 


wanted nothing more than for Glenn to lap up every last drop of blood he had to offer until it inevitably 


clotted shut. Or, alternatively, smear it across his face and chest until he looked like a maniac reveling in his 


first kill. 


Glenn reared his teeth to bite the protruding tendon in Eerie's neck and he saw stars. There was no way he 
could keep himself from coming, he was so close he could barely steady his breathing, but he wanted to ride it 
out as long as he could. He wanted Glenn to fuck him up worse. He wanted to bleed. 


"Oh, fuck, Glenn-" 


Glenn slid two fingers across Eerie's bloody face and spread the residual blood across Eerie's tongue. He 
couldn't stop the urge to close his mouth around them and suck off what was there, even if it meant he was 


limited to panting from his nostrils. 


‘Oh, look at you," Glenn groaned. So little composure was left in him that he could barely get the thoughts out 
coherently, and Eerie noticed. "You'd look good sucking your own blood off my cock, huh?" 


Eerie couldn't even try to form words. He let out some guttural noise of agreement and let his eyes roll back 

into his skull before shutting tight. Glenn pulled his fingers out, dripping with pinkish spit, and wrapped it around 
Eerie’s cock. He shuddered. Glenn took a step back to admire his work, and saw nothing but a moaning, bucking, 

bloody, spit soaked mess of a man before him. He allowed Eerie to fuck his fist however he pleased and just 


watched in awe as the one who tried so hard to resist was suddenly begging to cum. 
"Oh, fuck-oh my god, Glenn, I'm g-.." 


His back was arched as far from the wood as it could get, his wrists were contorted painfully, his head was 


thrown back. Blood was smeared over his mouth and his face and neck and chest. 
"Come on, motherfucker. You wanna mess yourself up some more?" 
"Oh, fuck, yes..-" 


He buried his face into his bicep, hiding in it and his hair, and arched into a frozen bridge off the rack Glenn 
took his hand away with just enough time to completely ruin his orgasm, and the scream of frustration that 
tumbled out of him was music to his ears. It was less of a "no" and more of a crackled, breathless growl that 
started with ‘n-'. Regardless, his cock twitched helplessly and splattered both his stomach and his jeans, still 
binding his knees, with cum. Less than he felt needed to be released and with significantly less force as well. 
One completely fucking ruined orgasm later, Eerie was down on earth again, heart still pounding and hearing 


fuzzy. Glenn laughed wickedly, making his way back towards the exit. 


Eerie's dry throat broke the cry that he tried to force out, if not out of anger then out of fear, or even, 


disappointment. 


"Don't you fucking leave me here, you bastard!" 


Glenn ignored him, with an evil smirk on his face. His face that, with all of its nonchalance, was painted with 
orange streaks and crumbles of dried blood. It still pooled at the corners of his mouth but he looked so sure 


of himself. 


Eerie thrashed harder than ever but he was so spent he gave up just as quick. The door shut behind Glenn. 
The lightbulb still flickered. Every muscle in his body ached and stung and he was bound, nearly wrecked to 


tears, in dire need of a shower and a good massage. 
He stared at the floor and a dry, hopeless sob rippled through him before he grew too tired to even do that. 


The door swung open again and Eerie perked up like a dog. Glenn was coming back, clean, with a damp towel 
over his arm, a bottle of water and a handful of band-aids. 


He noticed Eerie's confusion but deeper than that there was an appreciation that Glenn could see and Eerie 


didn't know about. 
"What?" 


Eerie said nothing, he just swallowed hard and laid his head back against the grainy wood, hopefully for the last 
time. 


There was something oddly comforting about Glenn lifting Eerie's head up and helping him to ice cold water, no 
matter how much of it spilled over his lip. His eyes fluttered shut as he drank nearly the whole thing, only 
stopping to gasp for air. Glenn gave him an uncharacteristically gentle lingering touch on his scalp before 


moving onto his next task, cleaning and patching him up. 
"Why don't you let me out first?" Eerie panted. 
"Because you wouldn't let me help." 


That made enough sense to him. He was pretty keen on running out as fast as he could, but since he couldn't, 


he would ‘begrudgingly' allow Glenn do to what he wanted. At least, that's what he told himself. 


He expected the towel to be ice cold, but it was wonderfully room-temperature and soft. He watched as Glenn 
carefully scrubbed the residual cum and blood off of his torso and sore stomach. He folded it in half for a 
clean stretch of fabric and wiped his neck and chest clean of their filth. Eerie let out a sigh he didn't know he 


was holding, and Glenn chuckled. 


Once he reached his face Eerie couldn't help but watch him. He looked him in the eye even though Glenn's eyes 
were traveling all over his face, making sure to be extra gentle around the wounds he'd inflicted on him. He pat 
them softly, enough to soak up the surrounding blood but not enough to make Eerie wince in pain Then he tore 
open band-aids with his teeth and smoothed them carefully over both cuts. 


"These gonna need stitches?" Eerie asked, lifelessly. 
"Nah." 


Suddenly a million emotions flooded Eerie. What the fuck just happened? Was this all some wild fever dream? 
Did he crash on the way back? Was he in a coma? 


His left arm fell from the rack with a limp thud and all of the blood came rushing back to his fingertips. The 
sensation wasn't much but one arm being free was enough to make him groan, loudly, in relief. His other arm 
came free and the first thing he did was brush his hair back, out of his face. It was amazing. Orgasmic, even, 
had he not just had one brutally ruined for him. He rolled his shoulders as Glenn undid his ankle restraints, but 


his feet were so useless and numb that the first thing he did upon being free was fall forward. Glenn caught 


him, held him up by his hip and his shoulder. 

"Easy, Eerie. Lemme help you." 

He wanted so badly to push Glenn to the ground and stomp his teeth out the back of his skull, but upon looking 
down at him and seeing the gentleness that had overtaken his once cold eyes, he paused for a moment. He 
sighed in the form of a ‘fuck’, and stabilized himself with Glenn's shoulder. He pulled his jeans back up, still a 
bit damp in places, and tore the tattered rags that were once his shirt off of his waist. Glenn helped him up 
the stairs and into the kitchen again. 


The light was almost blinding, although it was dark outside and the only light that was on was the musty 


yellow kitchen chandelier. He was dizzy and sore and it hurt to breathe. 


"You mind telling me what the fuck this was for?" He wondered, coughing. Eerie sat down at the table (which 


was also worthy of a satisfied grunt), Glenn stood with his arms crossed over his chest 
"| wanted to try it out, And | wanted you to be the one | tried it out on’ 

"You could have asked me first, Glenn" 

"What's the fun in asking if | already know what you're gonna say?" 

"Well, | mean, | would have said yes" 

"| know, that's what | mean" 

Eerie paused, equally shocked and pleased, and laughed. Glenn laughed too. 


"Does John know about this?" Eerie wondered, rubbing circles into his shoulder with his opposite hand. Glenn 
soon replaced it with his own, and rubbed hard into both shoulders. "Ohh, fuck." was the only thing Eerie was 


able to say for a bit after that, after allowing his head to lull back against Glenn's chest. 
"Yeah" 

“Sthat why he kept me at his house for so long?" Eerie mumbled, drunk with pleasure. 
vee 

He started to press his thumbs into the top of his spine. 

"Fuuuuuck.. 

"You had me a little worried for a minute down there” 

"Why?" 

"| thought | hurt ya too much" 

"We've done worse.” 

"| knocked you the fuck out, Eerie" 

"Yeah, we've done worse.” 


Glenn laughed again and slid his arms around Eerie's neck until he rested his chin atop his head Eerie took a 


lazy little grip on Glenn's forearms and held him in place. 

"How's your head, by the way?" 

"Splitin headache. I'll be fine though. My shoulders hurt worse” 
"Yeah? Why don't you go lay down and Fl rub ‘ern? 

‘Lemme shower first. | feel gross” 

"You are gross. 

"No thanks to you, troll" 

"Shut the fuck up, Gigantor, you want my help or not?" 


The slinging insults and consequential chuckles went back and forth until they disappeared down Glenn's hallway, 
still littered with packing peanuts. 


Eerie still wasn't sure what he was to Glenn, but this certainly wasn't the first time something like it had 
happened and he knew it wasn't going to be the last. 


He just hoped next time he wasn't the one in chains. 


